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MRS, MILLER: Your Dad earns better money than many
as are their own masters and *e 'asn't got the respon-
sibility.

FLORRIE: It's not the money, it's the position. Ernie's father
was a clerk in the City, Quite a gentleman by all accounts
and naturally that means a lot to Ernie. Mum, you won't
ever let on that before you married Dad you were in

service, will you?

MRS, MILLER: I'm not ashamed of it. If Ernie thinks I
learnt to make them meat pies he likes so much without
being a professional cook he's a bigger fool than I take
'im for.

FLORRIE: He never notices what he's eating. I mean, he
knows it's good,, but his mind is busy with his thoughts,
What you don't understand is that Ernie's got a
wonderful brain.

MRS. MILLER: \Witb a fond smile.} Perhaps not. But what
I do understand is that you're more in love with 'im
than I ever thought to see you with anybody.

FLORRIE: [Charmingly.] I knows mum, I can't help it, I'm
just silly about him.

MRS. MILLER: I don't blame you, my girl. It o"nly comes
once in a lifetime, love like that. I daresay *e's all right.
You love 'im all you can. You've been a good daughter
to me and a good daughter to your Dad. I 'ope you'll
be as 'appy together as your Dad and me 'ave been and
I can't say more than that.

FLORRIE: Dear old mum.

[There is a knock at the front door.

MRS. MILLER: There's Ernie, I expect.

FLORRIE: [Getting up and going to the window.] No, it isn't,
I'd know his knock in a thousand. It's more masterful
than that. [Looking oat.] It's a gentleman. He's come in
a car*